CHAPTER FORTIETH
We Become " Barn-stormers," and Return to Open the New Theatre — Ourv Astonishing Misunderstanding of " Alixe," which Proves a Great Triumph.
"Y first thought on awaking the next morning was one of dismay, on recalling the destruction
_ . __of the little " P.H.C." — that being the actors
contraction of Mr. Daly's somewhat grandiloquent " Parlor Home of Comedy." My grief over the burning of the pretty toy theatre was very real, and I would have been an astonished young woman had anyone prophesied that for me, personally, the disaster was to prove a piece of unqualified good luck.
And, by the way, that expression " good luck " reminds me of one of the incidents of the fire. That morning, when the firemen went to the ruins to examine into the state of the standing front wall, they looked upward, and there, all alone, on the burned and blackened space, smiling down in friendly fashion upon them, was the picture of Clara Morris — a bit charred as to frame and smoky as to glass, but the photograph (one taken by Kurtz), absolutely uninjured, being the one and only thing saved from the ruins. The firemen very naturally wanted it for their engine-house, and Mr. Daly said that for it many were claiming, pleading, demanding, bartering — but all in vain. His superstition was aroused. Not for anything in the world, he cried, would he part from his " luck/' as he ever after called the rescued picture. So there again appeared the malice of inanimate things, for how else could one account for the plunging of that line, the entire length of the staircase, of splendidly framed pictures of loveliness, into the fiery depths, while the
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